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For my mother 


Amphi</orej r is made up of books first 
published between 1953 an< ^ l 9^5 • They are 
now difficultand often expensive to come 
by .hence this compilation. Its title is 
taken from amphicjory, or amphigouri, 
meaning a nonsense verse or composition . 
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Mr Gorey, Mr Earbrass,and a Knowledgeable Friend. 






Mr C(lavius) Frederick) Earbrass is, of 
course, the well-known novelist. Of his books, 
A Moral Dustbin, More Chains Than Clank, 
Was h Likely P,and the Hipdeep trilogy are, 
perhaps, the most admired. Mr Earbrass is 
seen on the croquet lawn of his home, 
Hobbies Odd, near Collapsed Pudding in 
Mortshire. He is studying a game left 
unfinished at the end of summer. 



On November 18th of alternate years 
Mr Earbrass begins writing ‘Ins new novel’. 
Weeks ago he chose its title at random from 
a list of them he keeps ina little green 
note book. It being tea-time of the 17th, 
he is alarmed not to have thought of a plot 
to which The Unstrung Harp might apply, 
but his mind will keep reverting to the 
last biscuit on the plate. 




Snow was tailing when Mr Earbrass 
woke, which suggested he open Tl r H with 
the first flakes of what could be developed 
into a prolonged and powerfully purple 
blizzard. On paper, if not outdoors, they 
have kept coming down all afternoon, 
over and over again, in all possible ways' ; 
and only now, at nightfall, have done so 
satisfactorily. For writing Mr Earbrass 
affects an athletic sweater of forgotten 
origin and unknown significance ■, it is 
always worn hind-side-to. 


Several weeks later, the lootah trickling 
onhis knees, Mr Earbrass mulls over an 
awkward retrospective bit that ought to 
go in Chapter II . But where ? Even the 
voice of the omniscient author can 
hardly afford to interject a seemingly 
pointless anecdote concerning Ladder back 
inTibet when the other characters are 
feverishly engaged m wondering whether 
to have the pond at Disshiver Cottage 
dragged or not. 





/Ur Ear brass belongs to the straying, rather 
than to the sedentary, type of author. He is 
never to be found at his desk unless actually 
writing down a sentence. Before this 
happens he broods over it indefinitely 
while picking up and putting down again 
small, loose objects; walking diagonally 
across rooms ; staring out windows ;and so 
forth. He frequently hums, more in his 
mind than anywhere else, themes from 
the V oddington Te Deum. 


It was one of Air Ear brass’s better days ; he 
wrote for so long and with such intensity that 
when he stopped he felt quite sick . Havi ng 
leaned out a window into a strong wind for 
several minutes, he is now restoring himself 
in the kitchen and rereading TUH as far as he 
has gotten. He cannot help but feel that 
Lirp s return and almost immediate impalement 
on the bottle tree was one of his better ideas . 
The jelly in his sandwich is about to get all 
over his fingers. 





Mr Ea.rbra.ss has finished Chapter VII, and 
it is obvious that before plunging ahead 
himself he has got to decide where the plot 
is to go and what will happen to it on 
arrival . He is engaged, in making diagrams 
of possible routes and destinations, and 
wishing he had not dealt so summarily with 
Lirp,who would have been useful for taking 
retributive measures' at the end of Part Three. 
At the moment there is no other character 
capable of them. 



Out for a short drive before a supper of 
oysters and trifle, Mr Ear brass stops near 
the abandoned fireworks factory outside 
Something Awful. There is a drowned sort of 
yellow light in the west, and the impression 
of desolation and melancholy is remarkable . 
Air Earbrass jots down & few visual notes 
he suspects may be useful when he reaches 
the point where the action of TUB shifts to 
Hangdog Hall. 



Air Earbrass was virtually asleep when 
Several lines of verse passed through his 
mind and left it hopelessly awake - Here 
was the perfect epigraph for TUH : 

A horrid ? monster has been [something] 
delay ’d 

By your/ their indiff ’rence in the dank 
Brown shade 

Below the garden. . . 

His mind’s eye sees them quoted on the 
bottom third ofa right-hand page in a 
( p o s s i b 1 y) ol i re bound bookhe read at least 
five years ago. When he does find them, it 
will be a great nuisance if no clue is given 
to their authorship. 



Mr Earbrass has driven over to Nether 
Millstone in search of forced greengages, 
but has been distracted by a bookseller ’s. 
Rummaging among mostly religious tracts 
and pri vately printed reminiscences , he 
has come across The Meaning of the Mouse, 
his second novel . In making sure it has 
not got there by mistake (as he would 
hardly care to pay more for it), he 
discovers it is a presentation copy. For 
Angus— will you ever forget the bloaters? 
Bloaters? Angus? 



The first draft of TUN is more than half 
finished , and for some weeks its characters 
have been assuming a fit ful and cloudy' 
reality. Now a minor one named Glassglue 
has materialized at the head of the stairs 
as his creator is about to go down to dinner 
AVr Ear brass was aware of the peculiarly 
unpleasant nubs on his greatcoat, but not the 
blue-tinted spectacles . Glassglue is about to 
mutter something in a tone too low to be 
caught and , stepping sideways, vanish . 



Mr Earbrass has been rashly skimming 
through the early chapters . which lie has not 
looked at for months, and now sees TUH for 
what it is. Dreadful, dreadful, dreadful . He 
must be mad to go on enduring t he unexguisite 


agony of writing when it all turns out drivel . 
Mad. Why didn’t he become a spy? How does 
one become one? He will burn the MS. Why 
is there no fire? Why aren’t there the 
makings of one? How did he get in the 
unused room on the third floor ? 



Mr Earbrass returned from a walk to find 
a large carton blocking the hall . Alasses of 
brow paper and then t issue have reluctantly 
given up an unnerving silver gilt combination 
epergne and candelabrum. Mr Earbrass 
recollects a letter from a hitherto unknown 
admirer of his work, received the week before; 
it hinted at the early arrival of an offering 
that embodied, in a different but kindred 
form, the same high-souied aspiration that 
animated its recipient’s books . Mr Earbrass 
Can only conclude that the apathy of the 
lower figures is due to their having been 
deprived of novels. 


Even more harrowing than the first chapters 
of a novel are the las t , for Mr Earbrass dnywny. 
The characters have one and all become 
thoroughly tiresome, as though he had been 
trapped at the same party with them since 
the day before; neglected sections o t the plot 
loomonevetyhand, waiting to be disposed o { ; 
his verbs seem to have withered away and 
his adjectives to be proliferating past control. 
Furthermore, at this stage he inevitably gets 
insomnia. Even rereading The Truffle Plantition 
(his first novel) does not induce sleep. In the 
blue horror of dawn the vines in the carpet 
appear likely to begin twining up his ankles. 




Though TUIIis within less than a chapter 
of completion, Mr Earbrass has felt it his 
cultural and civic duty, and a source of 
possible edification, tout tend a performance 
at Lying-in-the-Way of Prawne’s 'Die Nephew's 
Tragedy. It is being put on , for the first 
time since the early seventeenth century, 
by the West Mortshire Impassioned Amateurs 
of Melpomene . Unfortunately, Mr Earbrass 
is unable to take m even one of its five 
plots because he cannot get those few 
unwritten pages out of his mind. 



In that brief moment between day and 
night when everything seems to have stopped 
ibrgoodandall, Mr Earbrass has written the 
last sentence of TIM. The room’s appearance 
of tidiness and Mr Earbrass s of calm are 
alike deceptive. The MS is stuffed all 
anyhow in the lower right hand drawer of 
the desk and Mr Earbrasshimself is wildly 
distrait. His feet went to sleep some time ago, 
there is a dull throbbing behind his left ear, 
and his moustachefeels as uncomforlableas if 
it were false, or belonged to someone else. 




The next day Mr Ear brass is conscious but 
very little more. He wanders through the house, 
leaving doors open and empty tea cups on the 
floor. From time to time the thought occurs 
to him that he really ought to go and dress, 
and he gets up several minutes later, only to 
sit down again in the first chair he comes 
to. The better part of a week will have elapsed 
before he has recovered enough to do anything 
more helpful . 



Some weeks later, with pen, ink, scissors, 
paste, a decanter of sherry', and a vast 
reluctance, Mr Earbrass begins to revise TUH. 
This means, first, transposing passages, 
or reversing the order of their paragraphs, or 
crumpling them up furiously and throwing 
them in the waste -basket. After that there 
is rewriting. This is worse than merely 
writing, because not only does he have to 
think cup new things just the same, but at 
the same time try not to remember the old 
ones. Before Mr Earbrass is through , at 
least one third of TUH will bear no 
resemblance to its original state. 



Mr Earbrass 5 its on the opposite side of the 
study from his desk, gathering courage for 
the worst part of all in the undertaking of a 
novel, i.e., making a clean copy of the final 
version of the MS . l\lot only is it repulsive to 
the eye and hand, with its tattered edges. stains, 
rumpled patches, scratchings-out, and scribbling. 
but its contents are, by this time, boring to 
the point of madness. A freshly-filled inkwell, 
new pheasant -feather pens, and two reams of 
the most expensive cream laid paper are 
negligible inducements for embarking on 
such a loathsome proceeding. 



Holding TUB not very neatly done up in 
pink butcher’s paper, which was all he could 
find in a last-minute search before leaving 
to catch his train for London, Mr Earbrass 
arrives at the offices of his publishers to 
deliver it. The stairs look oddly menacing, 
as though he might break a leg ononeofthem. 
Suddenly the whole thing strikes him as very 
Silly, and he thinks he will go and drop his 
parcel off the Embankment and thus save 
everyone concerned a good deal of fuss. 



Air Earbrass escaped from Messrs Scuffle 
and Dustcough , who were most anxious to go 
into all the ramifications of a scheme for 
having his novels translated into Urdu, and 
went tocall on a distant cousin . The latter 
was planning to do the antique shops this 
afternoon,So Mr Earbrass agreed to join him. 
In the eighteenth shop they have visited, 
the cousin thinks he sees a rare sort of 
lustre jug, and Mr Earbrass irritatedly 
wonders why anyone should have had a 
fantod staffed and put under a glass bell. 



The night before returning home to 
Mortshire Mr Earbrass allows himself to he 
taken to a literary dinner in a private dining 
room of Le Trottoir Imbecile . Among his fellow- 
authors,fewof whom he recognizes and none 
of whom he knows , are Lawk , Sang widge , 
Ha’p’orth, Avuncular, and Lord Legbail . The 
unwell- looking gentleman wrapped in a 
greatcoat is an obscure essayist named 
Frowst. The talk deals with disappointing 
sales, inadequate publicity , worse than 
inadequate royalties, idiotic or criminal 
reviews, others’ declining talent, and the 
unspeakable horror of the literary life. 





TUH is over so to speak, but far from done 
with. The galleys have arrived, and Mr 
Earbrass goes over them with mingled 
excitement and disgust. It all looks so 
different set up in type that at first he 
thought they had sent him the wrong ones 
by mistake. He is quite giddy from trying 
to physically control the sheets and at 
the same time keep the amount of 
absolutely necessary changes within the 
allowed pecuniarylimits. 



Mr Earbrass has received the sketch for the 
dust - wrapper of TUH. Even after staring at 
it continuouslyfor twenty minutes, he 
really cannot believe it. Whatever were 
they thinking of ? That drawing. Those 
colours. Ugh. On any book it would be 
ugly, vulgar, and illegible . On his book it 
Would be these, and also disastrously 
wrong. Mr Earbrass looks forward to an 
exhilarating hour of conveying these 
sentiments to Scuffle and Dustcough. 





Things contined to come, this time M.r 
Earbrass’s six free copies of TUH. There are, 
alas, at least three times that number of 
people who expect to receive one of t hem. 
Buying the requisite number of additional 
copies does not happen to be the solution, as it 
would come out almost at once , and everyone 
would be very angry at his wanton distribution 
of them to just anyone, and write him little 
notes of thanks ending with the remark that 
TUH seems rather down from your usual level 
of polish but then you were probably in a 
hurry for the money. If it didn’t come out, 
the list would be three times larger for 
his next book. 



To day TUH is published , and Air Ear bras S 
has come into Nether Millstone to do some 
errands which could not be put off any longer. 
He has been uncharacteristically thorough 
about doing them, and it is late afternoon 
before he pauses in front of a bookseller’s 
window on the way back to his car. Having 
made certain, out of the corner of his eye, 
acopyof TUH was in it, he is carefully 
reading the title of every other book there 
in a state of extreme and pointless embarrassment . 



Seattle and Dustcough have thoughtfully, 
if gratuitously, sent all the papers with 
reviews in them . They make a gratifying ly 
large heap. Mr Earbrass refuses to be 
intimidated into mshi rig through them , but 
he us having aoertain amountofdiffieulty in 
concentrating on ,or, rather, making any sense 
whatever out oh, A Compendium of the Minor 
Heresies of the Twelfth Century in Asia Minor. 
He has been meaning to finish it ever 
since he began if two years and seven 
months before, at which time he bogged 
down on page 33 . 



At an afternoon forga thering at the 
Vicarage vaguely in Mr Ear brass’s honor, 
where he has been busy handing round cups 
of tea, he is brought up short by Col Knout, 
M.F.H. of the Blathering Hunt. He demands 
to know just what Mr Earbrass was ‘getting 
at’ i n the last scene of ChapterXI V . Mr 
Earbrass is afraid he doesn’t know what 
the Colonel is. Is what? Getting at himself. 
The Colonel snorts, Mr Earbrass sighs. 
This encounter, which will go on for some 
time and get nowhere,will leave Mr 
Earbrass feeling very weak indeed. 




Mr Earbrass stands on the terrace at 
twilight. It is bleak , it is cold ; and the 
virtue has gone out of everything . Words 
drift through his mind : anguish turnips 
conjunctions illness defeat string 
parties no parties urns desuetude 
disaffection claws loss Trehizond 
napkins shame stones distance fever 
Antipodes mush glaciers Incoherence 
labels miasma amputation tides 
deceit mourning elsetvards ... 



Before he knew what he was doing, Mr 
Earbrass found he had every intention of 
spending afevv weeks on the Continent. In 
a trance of efficiency, which could have 
surprised no one more than himself, he 
made the complicated and maddening 
preparations for his departure in no time 
at all. Now, at dawn, he stands, quite numb 
with cold and trepidation , looking at the 
churning surface of the Channel. He 
assutneshe will be horribly sick for hours and 
hours, but it doesn’t matter. Though he is a 
person to whom things do not happen, 
perhaps they may when he is on the other side . 



THE 

LISTING ATTIC 




There was a yoziny lady named ToSe 
h/hc {minted whenever sAe chore ? 

The did So one day 
White ylayiny crop net. 

But was quickly revived with a hose . 


A headstrong yoimy wcrrmn in TaJiny 
Threw her two weeks hid child at the ceiliny 7 
When quizzed why she did, 

The reylied^ ‘To be rid 

OT a stranye y o verycwerm y feeling'. ’ 



They had come in the fu<foe to the strettc 
When a dark, bearded man from a ghetto 
Thyped forward and yrabbed 
Her trended and $ tailed 
Her to death with a rusty stiletto. 


A certain youziy man 3 it was noted , 
Went about in the heat thickly - coat e d ; 
He said) You, may scoff 
But T shant take It oil., 
Underneath 1 am horribly bloated. ’ 



A lady was Seized with intent 
7b revise Aer existence miSSgent? 
do she cfimted ug the dome 
Ol ft Fetors in He me , 

Where the stayed through the fojomnl lent- 


il he re was a young woman, whose stammeir 
Was atrocious, and so was Aen gram mnr - y 
Jhit they were not improved 
When her husband was moved 
To hnoch out her teeth with a hammer. 



A dreary young hunk herd named Hums 
Wished toloSter an a. aura, of menace,; 
To 122 ahe geopfe air aid 
ffe wore glove A of grey Sue da 
And white footgear intended for tennis. 


While Ins duchess Jay gracti catty dead. 
The Tide of J)a g aer redargue said: 
Can it he thus is aft ? 

How puny/ How Sinaflf 
Have destroyed this disgrace to m 



To a ti reefy young woman. in Thrums 
Her betrothed remarked^ ‘This is what comes 
01 allowing your tears 
To Tail into my ears— 

I think they have rotted the drums'. 


A. gift was delivered to Laura 
From a Cousin who lived in. Gomorrah ; 
Wrapped in tissue and crepe. 

It was peeled? like a grape. 

And emitted a pale, greenish aura . 



A- clerical student: named Tyne 
Through pain sought to reach the divine : 
He wore a hair shirty 
Quite often ate dirt 9 
And bathed every Friday in brine. 


II y a une jcune Tilde amour euSe 
ID In. Aomin e yTa, une can.dru.te honteuJe ; 
11 la mene dhayue Soir 
A Son caveau noir 
Ft la hat a\ sec plaint es dray ule ted eS . 




My trip ? Tt was vile. tB&laclava 
I loathed. Tina was cra,wli2iy with lave 
The sAiy was all white 
Tut it croaked A22 the myht. 

And the band, they chd not know la. java. 


There was a younp woman named Tlunnery 
Who re/oiced in He practice oh purnery. 
Till one day unobservant , 

The lie w up ^ servant , 

And was forced to retire to a nunnery 




A yoLtny man ol acumen and damny, 
Whdd asnasSed a yreat fortune in herring 
Was leht quite atone 
When it jo on became -known 
That their use al hu board was unsparmcf. 


The partition of Vavasour Scowlas 
Was a sickener: they came 022 Ais bo we As 
Zn a fir fin; his train 
Was found cloyptMp a drain. 

And hit toes were inside of some towels. 





Its occupant dried ^ Save my doe Art 
I could not tern tie Joss, 

Ibr with scarlet sifh fioSS 


My mama has em br ordered tfiezr dfocfcS. 



An innocent maiden, named Jterridye 
bias cr u city tricked into marriage j 
WMen she inter found out 
kthat her Spouse was about. 

She threw her sett under a carnage . 



Les saions de la. viiic de Trieste 
font v&seuXy Suraigus ? et funesteS; 
Parmi les yr azides chaiSes 
On cause des maiaises 9 
Dos es tr op ie meats 0 et des pestes. 


Some Harvard men, stalwart and dairy, 
Drunk- up rover at bottles of sherry; 
In the Yard around three 
They were Shrieking' with gleei 
Come on out 7 we are burning a fairy/ 



An Fd wa rdi&zi father named l/dyeom. 
Whose offsyrmy provoke! Arm to dudgeon. 
Used on Saturday ruyhts 
To turn down the fiyhts. 

And chase them around with a bludgeon. 


The babe, with a cry dried and dismal. 
Fell into the water hay tiSmal ; 

Fre they at yathered its pliyht, 

16 had siuidc out of Siyht, 

For the depth- of the £ont Was abysmal 



A lady both callous and hrash 
Met a man with a -vast black moustache 
She rried^ Shave it, O do / 

And 111 put it with y/zze 
On my hat as a Sort of panache. ’ 


1 pices t in a household yuite charmless 
las informed its eccentric was harmless: 
If you re caujht unawares 
At the head of the stairs \ 
r ust remember , heS eyeless and armless. 




A beetling young wom 3 .n named fridge tS 
Had a, violent abhorrence of midgets*, 
Off the encL of a wharf 
She once pushed a dwarf 
Whose truncation reduced her to fidgets'- 


H lady tor 22 under <a c tor re 
Used to drive forth each day in a hearse-, 
From the bach he would wail 
Through a thzcAneSS of veil . 

Things do not ret better, but worse. ’ 



Each night father fills me with dread 
When he sits on the foot of my bed ; 
if not mind that he speaks 
In gibbers and squeaks. 

But for Seventeen years he S been dead. 


There was a young curate whore brain 
Was deranged from the use of cocaine ; 
He lured a small child 
To a copse dark and wild. 

Where he beat it to death with J11S Cane . 




A youny imn yrew mcreasinyly pea, Ay 
In a house where the hirujes were squeaky. 
The Terns curled up hr own. 

The ce ilmy s Flaked down, 

And all ol the faucet# were leaky 


The First child ol a AlrS Kea.Cs Shelley 
Came Co liyhC with iCs face in its lelly ; 
Her Second was born 
With a hump and a horn , 

And her third was as Shapeless as jelly. 



There was a youny Woman named Tils 
Who was subject to curious Spells 
When pot up very oddly. 

She'd dry out thinys unyodly 
*y the palmS in expensive hotels ■ 


At whist drives and rtraw terry tea. a 
Fan would Jiyle and show oil her knee#; 
Tut when the was alone 
Shed drink eau. de coloyne ? 

And weep From a sense ol unease . 




There was a y otcjn ^ <s p >or ^ 2n<m Teel 

Who went lor a trip cn hr* wheel} 

Be pe dr tied for dayC 
Through crepuscular haze. 

And returned feelxnp Somewhat unreal. 



A tin ict yottref woman named Tane 
Tou.nct parties a temlle strain 
With movements uncertain 
Shed hide In a curtain 
And made sounds like a rat tit xn pain . 



Paid <2 ylrl who upon her divan 
Was attacked ly a virile youny man -• 
'Such excess of passion 
Is quite out oh Sash ion 
And she fractured JiiS wrist with her fan. 


Uzi mo me <au, milieu etc la. messe 

S lie va et Cm a en de tress e : 

fa vie rellyleuse , 

C’est Sale ct aSfnezrse 
Et Se pox pna.r da dans les fosses. 





A up ustuS i lor Splashinp hiS Soup, 

Was put /or the znpht on the stoop ; 
-Zn the morninp he’d no 1 
Repented a jot , 

And next day he was dead 0 / tie sroup. 


A yoxmp lady who lived by the UsJi 
Subsisted each day on a rush. ; 

She ate the dirst bite 
Before it was hpht. 

And the last crumb sometime after dzssA. 



At the Villa tfemetia the sleepers 
Are disturbed by a phantom in weepers 7 
It beats all nipht Aor*<^ 

A dirye on a pony 
As it Steppers about in the creepers. 


There was a youncf lady named hfesyer 
Who was terribly } terribly eaper 
To be all the rape 
On the trapedy rtape, 

TAouph her talents were pttilully meapre. 




A lady vsrho signs Aersell Vexed 
Writes fa say sAe believes she's been hexed- 
1 dont mind my shins' 

Bexzig StucA lull of flmS , 

But I /ear T am Com mg' zinSexed. 


A gentleman--, otherwise meed , 
Detested wit A ysssion tAe tee A - 
When offered one out 
Jfe deaft such a clout 

To the maid v tAe wus down for a weed 



White travelling 112 farthest Tihet^ 

Lord frongate found cause to regret 
The buttered-ufl tea , 

A yah 2 in A is A-nee? 

And tAe frivolous tourists Ae met. 


fo Jus efu b footed child said Zord S> tipple. 
As fie floured Ais flostflrandiaf tippfe . , 
Your motJiers behaviour 

Gave fla.111 to Ou.r Saviour, 

And that S whig He made you a criflflfe. 




from the Aa.thinj' machine came <3. dm 
did of joflifi ca. ti'022 Within, j 
It was heard far and unde „ 

A net the incoming tide 
If act a definite flavour of pi 21 ■ 


A S tourists inspected the apse 
An ominous semes of raps' 

Came from under the attar, 

hthislz caused Some to falter 
A 2nd others 1 ° shr feh and cof lapse 



four puerir 112 2 acceS de stew re. 

T/n pctzne Aomme potcrSuivit uiz lievre 
Jl fe prit A Son trots, 

St fit fdurg am raps A f 

JDef entr’SLilfed et fed pdtfes du denfevre. 


A 27 tcrSe 222 otiv< 5 itedt Ay spite 
Tied Aer xnfa. 21 tine charge to a Ante-, 

A he lau2ocAed it with ease, 

O22 the afternoon Areeze, 

And watched till it flew out of Sipht. 



There ’S a rather octet couple m Herts 
JTho are Co usinS {or Jo each assert s) j 
Their Sex is in doubt 
For they he never without 
Their moustaches and ^ 021 f’ ^ r<£1 krip skirts. 


The howaper Tuchess cd Tpout 
(CotfaySed at the hezpht o/ at rout 3 
The found strength to say 
As they lore her away: 

T Shou/d never have talcen the trout. 



Said Francesca^ 'My Tack of volition. 
Is leading me Straight to perdition ; 
3 ut I haven t the strenpth 
To po to the Jenpth 
Of iris-kina' an act of contrition ' 


The SipAt of AtS puests filled ford Cray 
At breakfast with horrid diSmzp^? 

To he la unshed off the SpoonS 
The pits from his pruned 
At their heads as they reared the buffet. 



A. n incautious youny woman named Venn 
Was Seen, with the wrony sort of men ; 
She vanished one day, 

3 nt thg followiny J/fay 
Her leys' were retrieved from a fen . 


An mdefs tiya ble woman named Bay el 
Hal often occasion to travel ; 

On tie way she would sit 
And lur ions ly hnit , 

And on the way facie shed unravel. 



Ha vi ny made a remark rather Coarse 7 
A yotiny Jady was Seized with remorse}, 
She fled from the. room , 

And later, a yroom. 

Saw her rolliny about in the yorse. 


An old ye nth mads Crotchets and juibllmjS 
Were a terrible trial to his siblinys. 
But he was not removed 
Till one day it was Jo, roved 
That the bellrojoeS were damp with hit dndl/nyt. 



7 .he re was a yousiy mai 2 , name of Tref ^ 
JVfie Spent every Thursday in bad) 

He fay with Aid feet 
Otttsxde of the sheet y 
And the yif fours on toy of fus Aead. 



From Number Nine , Teziwiper Mew'S, 
There is really a bo min a hie news : 
They've discovered a head 
In the hose for the bread, 

But nobody seems to hnow whose. 



There was a young man who appeared 
To A is friends with a full grew th of beard', 
They at once said. Although 
hie cant Say why its SC , 

The effect is uncommonly' weird. ? 


Ce fiv'T e <ss£ dedie A Cfiayrun , 
Qua lit un petit marine yuan: 

Fans brn$ e.t tbtet none, 

II e tait af/reux voir; 

Em e£fet 7 also fitment fa, /in. 




The Doubtful Guest 

by Edward Gorey 



0 



$K\v 





When they answered the bell on that wild winter night , 
There was no one expected - and no one in sic/ht . 



Then they saw something standing on top of an urn , 
Whose peculiar appearance gave them quite a turn. 



All at once it leapt down and ran into the hall, 
Where it chose to remain with its nose to the wall. 



It was seemingly deaf to whatever they said. 

So at last they stopped screaming, and went off to bed. 




It joined them at breakfast and presently ate 
All the syrup and toast, and a part of a plate. 



It wrenched off the horn from the new gramophone 
And could not be persuaded to leave it alone . 



It betrayed a great liking for peering up flues , 

And for peeling the soles of its white canvas shoes . 



At times it would tear out whole chapters from books , 
Or put roomfuls of pictures askew on their hooks. 




Every Sunday it brooded and lay on the floor , 
Inconveniently close to the drawing-room door. 



No w and then it would vanish for hours from the scene 
But alas, be discovered inside a tureen , 



It was subject to fits of bewildering wrath. 

During which it would hide all the towels from the hath. 



In the night through the house it would aimlessly creep , 
In spite of the fact of its being asleep. 




It would carry off objects of which it grew fond , 
And protect them by dropping them into the pond. 



It came seventeen years ago - and to this day 
It has shown no intention of going away. 







It was already Thursday, 



therefore , having directed the servants to fill the baths. 




he seized the 


tongs 



and set out at once for the edge of the lake. 



where the Throbblefoot Spectre still loitered in a distraught manner. 




He presented it with a. length of string 



to arva.it the arrivdl of autumn 



Meanwhile, on the tower. 



Madame 0. in conversation with an erstwhile cousin 



saw that his moustache was not his own. 



on which she flung herself over the parapet 



He descended , destroying the letter unread. 



and stepped backwards into the water for a better view . 



Heavens , dashing! cried the people in the dinghy. 



and Echo answered : Count the spoons! 



On the shore a hat , or possibly an umbrella , 


-?P 



disengaged itself from the shrubbery , 



causing those nearby to recollect the miseries of childhood . 




It now became apparent (despite the lack of library paste) 



that something had happened to the vicar ; 



guns began to go off in the distance. 

r\ 




so the others retired to the kiosk , 






and the tea-urn empty 



save for a card on which was written the single word: 



Fare weld 








There were once two blue bugs. 


They lived in a teacup which 
had a piece trussing from 
the run. 



They were frivolous, and often 
danced on the roof. 


There were also three red 
bugs, who were cousins of 
the blue bugs. 




They lived nearby, inside a 
blue bottle, which made them 
an interesting" violet colour 
when, they were at home. 


They* were house -proud, and 
frequently poUshed the glass 
on both sides. 




There were also two yellow 
bugs, who were cousins of 
both the blue and red bugs. 


They lived a little further 
off, on. the topmost leaf but 
one of a plant. 





They were pensive, and sometimes 
sat on the topmost leaf and 
looked into the distance. 


All the baps were on the 
friendliest possible terms and 

i 

constantly went to call on 
each other 



And went on excursions together 


And had delightful parties. 




And then one day a black bug, 
who wag related to nobody, 
Appeared in’ the neighbourhood. 



It was not a success. 


The other bugs -were dubious, 
but nevertheless made an attempt 

to be friendly. 



After that, the black, bug 
broke up their parties 






And waylaid them whenever 

they went visitincj. Social Ufe caroe to a standstill. 


3 > 



A desperate secret meeting 
was held. 


At last they decided/ on 
a plan. 




The next morning they rushed 
from their homes and dashed 
to the top of a certain cliff. 



Meanwhile, they were pushing 
a large stone towards the edge 



The black, bug followed them 
to the foot of' the cliff, where 
he jumped up and clown, and 
shouted personal remarks. 



It went over, and almost 
at once a horrid noise came 
from below. 





Presently they descended and 
rolled aside the stone. 


The black bugr had been, 
squashed quite flat. 





They slipped the remains 
into an envelope 


And left it propped against 
the fatal stone to be mailed . 





After which they hah a party 
complete with cake crumbs 
and. raspberry punch 


And everyone enjoyed 
himself immensely. 





THE FATAL LOZENGE 





An Apparition of her lover 
She recognizes with dismay; 
And later on she will discover 
That he himself had died today. 


The Baby, lying meek and quiet 
Upon the customary rug, 

Has dreams about rampage and riot. 
And will grow up to be a thug. 




The C ad decides he has grown weary 


Of this affair, and that is that ; 
And so he tells her just how dreary 
He thinks she is, then leaves the flat. 


The Drudge expends her life in mopping, 
In emptying and filling pails ; 

And she will do so, never stopping. 
Until her strength entirely fails. 




The Effigy, got up with clothing 
Abstracted from the victims room, 
Is raised aloft to cheers of loathing 
Before it meets a flaming doom. 



The Governess up in the attic 
Attempts to make a cup of tea; 
Her mind grows daily more erratic 
From cold and hunger and ennui. 



The Fetishist gets out the hassock. 

Turns down the lamp, and holts the door ; 
Then in galoshes and a cassock , 

He worships It upon the floor. 



The H e rm i t lives among the boulders. 

He wears no garment but a sack ; 

By slow degrees his reason moulders, 
The sun has long since burnt him black. 





The Invalid wakes up in terror 
To feel hiS toes becoming numb; 

The doctors made another error - 

IVbat unknown symptoms are to come ? 


The Journalist surreys the slaughter. 
The best in years without a doubt; 
He pours himself a gin-and-water 
And wonders how it came about . 



The Keeper, when it's time for luncheon. 
Flings down his charge upon the bed , 
And taking out a home made truncheon. 
Belabours him about the head. 


The Lazar, blessed with an appearance 
Enough to girc the strongest qualms. 
Has little need of perseverance 
In prompting a display of alms. 



The Magnate waits upon the pavement 
For his enormous limousine , 

And ponders further child- enslavement 
And other projects Still more mean. 


The Nun is fearfully bedevilled : 

She runs about and moans and shrieks ; 
Her flesh is bruised , her clothes dishevelled : 
She 9 s been like this for weeks and weeks. 



The Orphan whom the res none to cherish 
Strays through the gloom on naked feet ; 
She presently will fall , and perish 
Unnoticed in some squalid street . 


The Proctor buys a pupil ices , 

And hopes the hoy will not resist 
fVhen he attempts to practise vices 
Few people even know exist . 



The Qjjl a r ry, fleeing from the outing. 
Sinks panting in the reeds and mud 
And hearkens to the distant shouting 
That teJJs him they are out for blood. 


The Resurrectionist goes plying 
Without ado his Simple trade; 
Material is a Waps dying 

And got with nothing but a spade. 



The Suicide, as she is falling. 
Illuminated by the moon , 

Regrets her act , and finds appalling 
The thought she will be dead so soon . 



The Tourist huddles in the station 
While slowly night gires way to dawn; 
He finds a certain fascination 

In knowing all the trains are gene. 



The sight of Uncle gives no pleasure, 
But rather causes much alarm: 

The children know that at his leisure 
He plans to have them come to harm. 


The Visitor was somewhat pensive 
JVhen she arrived to pap a call ; 

But non? she's faint and apprehensive 
From hours of waiting in the hall . 



The Wanton, though she knows its 

Must needs smear kohl about her eyes. 
And wake the interest of strangers 
IVith long-drawn , hoarse, erotic sighs . 



The Xenophobe grabs at the table. 

He feels his toes and fingers curl ; 
For he is only barely able 

To keep from striking down the girl. 



The Ye Ljg on rubber soles comes creeping 
Inside the house when it is late , 

And while the occupants are sleeping, 
Removes the heirlooms and the plate. 


The Zouave used to year and battle 
Would sooner take a life than not: 
It scarcely has begun to prattle 
When he impales the hapless tot. 





THE HAPLESS CHILD 



d hen unv> cnee a fettle, fdrC named Cfearfetts oScpAias. 



fdfyt/r parents, u/ere find wnd tvM-to'-dc‘. 






cf fie find a do i£ left cm jfie ended 7f? crtenAe . 



a v o ecnei in trie 


One iuiij hen fintvu. 

ordered de db^rvceo. 


LV7 rlL Lj 






Szawrvut mmitfrs tain^' Ac imcA reported kilted on a 
n a tia^e up ri A ivuj . 



mother fell into a ciccXi/tc tlzat preund fatal. 






cnly Qtfuur rotative, cut uyiefx 9 un^ {-rained {nj 
u jaiiVJt cf ma^cnrij . 



Cfia rCetXe 


Urcu^ - in thy fiandJ 

tAt £ am^Cij (au y&r\ 




%e at once jaut tier Into a teartUny -A c&vaC. 



<3 he re ^Jtc teoA jjun lifted {y tfic tcacA&nL £cr ttiayy 
aAjc liadnt dent,. 






‘Vtcr&'WJt urah tern ttwifr Citnf? (y tfiz (ytAu'' ^iuy<u£& 



J3 unny tki day CkwrCvttc Silica. i ud cu> muck as .pcuiMc. 




cAyjt niyftt jJvl Cay lUCTifcc Uriijiiity atuL weyainy . 



< W s fuwi ±Cu cxrviXd Iruvr it jvc (xrwcft r £l&d frrrnv tkv 

Avfvcvt at dawn. 




$ju> &cvn Jio&t w nsc ivuA and tauA tfr tfw 



e4$ hum oxime and tcrak t£u tev-flui iixth Aw fza/wnt£ 

M i C t Ull4 Lruddi . 








eA/nMtkzst' man 


came J^rcm 


tfuL cpfamitJe 
fiu' cj£j. 


cUeoclicrn and 






r M.e A.'Crtci hiA‘ to co drunken Intit . 



Chart otto koptuu u xoi jout ter work makxnCj anrd^ctaC 



c $/fi& div^d on and Xap-urcvter*. 



fynrni Unix X# tiwvLs tfu Gruti act tfit furrcr<i 




C ft art&iCc cjjfvicisi Oc^a^t Xc ^cut ru^icity 



cHj> jeariiirfiiti , fwr £atfwr, ivtea unA not dead/ a£tt/r alt/. 


rtiurrtui/ tivmc . 





cUx i^ /fix ittxrlxnxxL ifir oiujfv tfm ktrtxAx 

ferr Ju/r. 


Auvrc 



cA>i £a<ti tfu fmiix ii'twi off Au, fua d . 






£fiar€ctti Sophia , mm/ aCmc\ti Mtwi, run intv tfic Atml. 



S (w ivtUk at emit Mnrc&y dmv 


rv 


h 


a ear\ 




of fit, ivtxA .<ter e/r a nyad , fi£ ciioi n <ri rtc&^niy ftfyr. 







Alice was easting grapes in thepa^rk, 
when Werhert, an extremely well-endowed 
young m^n, introduced himself to her. 


Me invited her io for a mole in a 
taxi-cab, on tl^e floor* of whieh they 
did something Alice h^d Yiever done 
before. 



After* they Hs-d done it several tunes in 
different ways, Herbert suggested that 
Alice tidy up ai the home of his aunt, 
Lady Celia, who welcomed them with 
great cordiality. 



Isady Celia led Alice to her .boudoir, 
where .she requested the girl to perform 
a rather surprising service. 



Down.sta.Lrs- the three of tlqem played 
a vrjost arnusing ga^vne of Kerberos 

own indention ©ailed a ^humhf umlde^ 
•T'Hey then sat down to a sumptuous 
tea. 


After He had finished the washing, -up, 
Albert, the Jo utter, art unusually well- 

forvned rv\an of middle age, Joined thern 
for another frolic. Herbert and Uady 
Celia had little difficulty in persuading 
Alice to spend a few days withth^vn- 



In the interval before dinner she Colonel (filbert and His wife, Kouise, 

perused an alburn of instructive earne in after dinner; both of thern 

chromolithographs entitled , jDu Saeber had wooden lege, with which they 
un6 5S £>l\ufle i which Ii^dy Celia could do all sorts of entertaining 

had thoughtfully set out. trioJcs. 



THe evening was a huge su.e®ess , 
in spite of someone fainting fr>orn 
tirr|e to time. 


Alice, cpiite 
bed bp kady Celia’s Fr>en®h m^dd, 
Ili.se, whom sKe found delightfully 
sy mpeothet i e . 


exhausted, was helped to 



•T L he next moaning she was wakened 
vn a- novel fashion by Irady Celia 
i-n tupe for® elevenses. 


Iiookmg out the window she saw 
Herbert, Albert, and Harold, , the 
tfaopdepem, ap except Loyally welt-rpade 
youth, disporting themselves on the 
lawrp- 



'T'Hey were soon, joined Joy Doy\add», 'They c allied/ up to Alice, who* h^vdvig 
XerJoert ’s sir^ulardy well* favou/red pvit on an br\^emovisly constructed 

sheepdog, and vr\auy were the giggles bathing slip, r^et thorn in, the pool, 
and Joanks that cavne Snorn fcV\<a 
sh^uJoJoeny, 



Sh t luncheon? which was alfresco. Is ady 
Celia, ann ot;Lr l ee d they were invited 
to the (filberts fop the weekend- 


•To Joeguile the tedium^ of the journey, 
Albert read aloud frorn Vblurr^e Eleven, 
of the “Encyclopedia of dmvnaginable. 
Customs.” 



<A>5- tV\ey drore i jjp to tV\e hpU/Se, 
kaey, the (5il<ber>t claj^hte^ aoxd 
Gteredld, her jhartpe, art vine o nqrrto n Ly 
well-S damped older 1 mart , en\erged froyr^ 

a>l orrtavv^entad aria. 



■TVVtfad eveiai*^ wa the library c?eylla, 
ov\e oj^ the ^guests who had eevtaan, 
^aadovatead peculiarities, demonstrated/ 
the u Iiithu^JaiaLYvT^j9evv^t©ia’ 5 assisted by 
Ronald and Robert , two remarkably 
well-set-up yourig m^rt from, the- village. 



Kate^ Reginald, another rerr^r>k,Ab\y Still later Qeradd didaterrnble thing 
Well-set-up yoarvg man froyY\ the village, to Blsle with a saueepar\* 
p-rovided everyone with ih e n^pst 
astonishlh? little device. 



'T'he paoHy split into twos 
threes before re tiring. 


not Jo nee- Jcja^st it was leaopr^ol tl^d 

Elsie Ka.cl expired during the rjight, 
a^nd glooryx deseerided or^ ev°ery<body. 




c W z> he y l 3^ change of seer\e was 
proposed, ka-dy Celia, suggested 
a- v>isit to the nearby sead of &xr* 
Egbert, a. dea^n frdend of her 5 j^outh* 


c W 0 lqe , T' they there, they found ci>ir 
Ggbert, aua extraordinarily *v>relt- 
proportioned did gent levy\a.n., a^nd h>s 
friend, kou/ie., having a> romp on 
the tema^ee. 




Th,ey all went ir\.cloor»s and worked up During the light Jouffet supper* 
some rnost intrmiiivur egara-des. Ijouve dvd a. d^ee with. ^ koac. 



S’ir’ ffgfoert offered to shpvv th.evn 
pis famous sofa JX \ ice felt a 
sKu-dder of nameless apprehension- 


It stood irt a. mndowless room- lty\ed 
with polar hear fur and otherwise, 
empty; it was- upholstered in scarlet 
•velvet, and had nine legs and seven 
ai°rr\s. 





As soon acs ev’er^yJoocly had Gr>oyrcLecL 
into the roorr^ <§ir> BgJbert fa.sten.ed sV\\xt 
the door> ? eJ\& started up the rnajsh 1 ^^ 
inside the s ofa. 


VV^hen Alice sacw~ vrlnat was 
about to happen, she bea^an to serearn, 
uncontrollably. . . . 


THE 









One summer afternoon in IViJJowdale Edna . , 
Harry , ajid Sam wandered down to the railroad, 
station to see if anything was doing. 



There was nothing on the platform hut some empty 
crates. 'Look! 9 said Harry, pointing to a handcar 
on the sidinq. ‘Let's take it a 


nd go for a ride . 9 



Soon they were flying cl ^ OJ ] ( J the tracks at a great 
rate. Little Grace Sprocket , playing in a home- 
made mud puddle , watched them go by with 




At Bogus Corner^ the next town down the line , 
they stopped to buy soda pop and gingersnaps 
at Air Queevi Vs store. ‘How are things over 
in ICilIowdale he asked. ‘ Dull 9 they said. 



A few minutes after they were on their way again, 
they saw a house burning down in a field. 
‘YVhooee!’ said Sam ■ ‘ The engines will never 
be in time to sa ve ltd 



The next morning thej wrote postcards to every- 
body, tellincf them what they rvere doing and 
didn't know exactly when they would be back 




At 10:17 the Turnip Valley Express rushed past . 
A frantic face was pressed against a window 
of the parlor car. 



‘Gracious /'said Edna. \I belie re that was Nellie 
Fhm, He were chums at Miss Underfoot s Seminary. 
I wonder what Can hare been the matter . 9 




In Chutney Falls they hunted up the cemetery 
and peered at the tombstones of Harry's mother's 
family. 



Later they ran Into Nellie's beau, Dick Hammerclavr, 
the local telegraph operator. He asked if they'd 
seen her. He seemed upset. 




Near Gristleburg they saw a pal acral mansion on a 
bluff. 4 That s O Altitudo , ’ said Sam / the home of 
Titus H r . Blotter, the financier. 1 sarr at picture in 
a magazine. 9 



Several days later a touring car drew up alongside 
them. The driver called out Something unintelligible 
Concerning Dick before he shot away out of sight. 




An undated / ragmen t of the * WiUotvdale Triangle 
they found caught in a tie informed them that 
Wobbling Rock had finally fallen on a family 
having a picnic. 



In Dogear Junction they paid a call on Edna's 
cousins , the Zeph Claggs. He showed them a few 
of the prizes from his collection of over j,ooo glass 
telephone -pole insulators'. 



The following week Alount Smith came into 
ciew in the distance ; dark clouds were piling 
up behind it. 



During the thunderstorm that ensued , a flash 
of lightning repealed a figure creeping up 
the embankment. 





Some months went by, and still they hacL not 
returned to Willow dale . 



They risited the ruins of the Crompton vinegar 
works, which had been destroyed by a mysterious 
explosion the preceding fall . 



At WunksieviJJe they rescued an infant who was 
hanging from a hook intended for mailbags. 



‘How much she resembles Nellie ! said Edna. They 
turned her over to the matron of the orphanage 
in Stovepipe City. 




From the trestle orer Peerish Gorge they spied the 
wreck of a touring car at the bottom. V don't 
See Dick's friend anywhere' said Harry. 



In Violet Springs they learned that Mrs Reg era 
Dowdy was not receiving n si tors, but through 
a window they were able to see the desk, on 
which she wrote her poems. 




As they were gang along the edge of the hog mush 
River, they passed a man in a canoe. If I m not 
mistaken^ said Edna* he was lurking inside the 
vinegar works' - 



Between fVest Elbow and Penetralia they almost 
ran over someone who was tied to the track - 
It proved to be Nellie. 




Despite their entreaties ♦ she insisted on being 
left at the first grade crossing , ivhere she got 
on a bicycle and rode away. 



That evening they attended a baked- bean supper 
at the Half bath Methodist Church. ‘They're 
all right, ’ said Jam, 'but they're not a patch 
on Mrs Umlaut’s back home \ 



A week Ai ter they noticed someone who might 
be Nellie walking in the 
Laughing Academy. 


grounds of the IVeedhoven 


: : .• T-" • ' - . 



On Sunday afternoon they Saw Titus JVi Blotter 
in his shirtsleeves plunge into the Great 
Trackless Swamp. 




Iti Hiccupboro they counted the cannon halls in 
the pyramids on the courthouse lawn. 



At sunset they entered a tunnel in the Iron Hills 
and did not come out the other end. 
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THE GASHLYCRUMB TINIES 




A is for Amy who fell down the stairs 



B is for Basil assaulted by bears 



C is for Clara who wasted away 



D is for Desmond thrown out of a sleigh 




E is for ERNEST who choked on a peach 



F is for Fanny sucked dry by a leech 



G is for George smothered under a rug 



H is for HECTOR done in by a thu<j 



I is for Ida who drowned in a lake 



J is for James who took lye by mistake 




K is for Kate who was struck with an axe 



L is for Leo who swallowed some tacks 



M is for Maud who was swept out to sea 



N is for Neville who died of ennui 



0 is for Olive run through with an awl 



P is for Prue trampled flat in a brawl 



Q is for Quentin who sank in a mire 



R is for Rhoda consumed by a fire 




S is for Susan who perished of fits 



T is for TiTUS who flew into bits 





U is for Una who slipped down a drain 



V is for Victor squashed under a train 



w is for Winnie embedded in ice 



X is for Xerxes devoured by mice 




Y is for Yorick whose head was knocked in 



Z is for Zillah who drank too much gin 




THE INSECT GOD 




O what has become of Aiillicent Frastley f 
Is there any hope that she s still alive? 
f t hy ha ven "t they found her ? It s ra ther ghastly 
To think that the chiid tvas not yet five. 



The dear Jit tie thing was last seen playing 
Alone by herself at the edge of the park ; 

There was no one with her to keep her from straying 
Away in the shadows and oncoming dark. 



Before she could do so, a silent and glittering 

Black motor drew up where she sat nibbling grass; 
From within came a nearly inaudible twittering , 

A tiny green face peered out through the glass- 



Sh e was ready to flee , when the figure beckoned ; 

An arm with two elbows held out a tin 
Full of cinnamon balls ; she paused ; a second 
Reached out as she took one , and lifted her in. 



llie nurse was discovered collapsed in some shrubbery. 
But her reappearance Has not much use ; 

Her eyes were askew ; her extremities rubbery , , 

Her clothing teas stained with a brownish juice. 



She was questioned in hopes of her answers reseeding 
IV hat had happened ; she merely repeatedly said 
I hear them walking about on the ceiling \ 

She had gone irretrievably out of her head. 



O feelings of horror, resentment , And pity 

For things , which so seldom turn out for the best : 
The car, unobserved, sped away from the city 
As the last of the light died out in the west. 



The ffastleys grew sick with apprehension, 

IVhich a heavy tea only served to increase; 
Though they felt it teas scarcely genteel to mention 
The loss of their child , they called in the police ■ 




Through tin visited hamlets the car went creeping , 
Hath its head lamps unlit and its curtains drawn; 
Those natives who happened not to he sleeping 
Heai'd it pass , and lay a ivake until dawn. 



The police with their torches and notebooks descended 
On the haunts of the underworld , looking for clues ; 
In spite of their praiseworthy efforts , they ended 
fVith nothing at all in the way of news. 



Ihe car, after hours and hours of travel, 
Arrived at a gate in an endless wall ; 

It rolled up a drive and stopped on the gravel 
At the foot of a vast and crumbling hall. 



As the night wore away hope started to languish 
And soon was replaced by all manner of fears; 
The family twisted their fingers in anguish , 

Or got them all damp from the flow of their tears. 



They removed the child to the ha 11- room , whose hangings 
And mirrors were streaked with a luminous slime ; 
They leapt through the air with buzzings arid twang ings 
To work themselves up to a ritual crime. 



They stunned her , and stripped off her garments, and lastly 
They stuffed her inside a kind of pod ; 

And then it was that Milhcent Frastley 
Has sacrificed to THE / US EC T GOD. 
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V 




Sincj tirraloo, sing tirralay. 

The Wlujgly Ump lives far away. 



It eats umbrellas, gfunny sacks. 

Brass doorknobs, mud, and carpet tacks 



How most impleasfmj , to be sure! 
Its other habits are obscure. 



Sing jigglepin, sing jogglepen. 
The Wuggly Ump has left its den 




We paiSS our happy childhood hours 
In weaving endless chains of flowers. 



Across the hills the Wiujtjly Ump 
Is hurtling on, kerbash, kerhlump! 



When play is over, we are fed 
On wholesome bowls of milk and bread. 



Sin<j hushaboo, singf hushaby. 
The Wiujgly Ump is drawincf nitjh 




The moon is full: its silver beams 
Shine down and give us 


lovely dreams. 



$incj twiddle-ear, smcj twaddle-or 
The Wuuggly Ump is at the door. 




It’s making an unholy fuss ; 
Why has it come to visit u$ ? 



What nasty little wilful eyes 
For anything of such a. size! 



How uninviting are its claws' ! 
How even more so are its jaws! 



Sing glogalimp, sing glu.ga.lump, 
From deep inside the Wuggly Ump. 



THE SINKING SPELL 


0 look , there's something way up high : 
A creature floating in the sky. 



It is not merely sitting there. 

But falling slowly through the air. 



The clouds yretv pink and gold ; its knees 
Were Ierel with the evening trees. 




Aiorose , inflexible, aloof. 


Its gone right through, and come to rest 

On great grand-uncle Ogdreds chest. 



It settled further in the night , 
And gore the maid an awful fright. 



Hc'icL first, without ct look or word, 
It ' Itt'i the fourth floor for the third. 



The weeks went by; it made its way 
A little lower erery day. 



Each time one thought it might have stopped 
One found , however , // had dropped. 




One wonders just what can be meant 
3y this implacable descent. 


It did not linger , a fter all 9 
Forever in the upstairs hall. 


It found the drawing room in turn , 
And slipped inside the Chinese urn . 




It now declines in fretful curves 


Among the pickles and preserves . 



Its gone beneath the cellar floor; 
IVe shall not see it any more. 



i 







There she climbed endless flights of stairs. 




•, •-» 


Sometimes she was made ill by curious dishes 




She was called upon to admire views. 





One morning her parents, for some reason or other, tvent on an 
excursion without her. 



After luncheon an acquaintance of the family. Miss Skrim- Pshaw, 
took Brasilia with her to pay a call. 





DrusilJd was told she was going to meet a wonderful old man who 
had been or done something lofty and cultured m the dim past. 



Eventually A\r Craguv appeared . 











DrusiIJa promised when she got home to send him some insides 
of envelopes she had saved. 



iliss Skrim- Pshaw said it was time they made their adieux . 










On a sheet of newspaper at the bottom of a drawer she read that 
Mr Cratfue had died the autumn after she had been abroad. 



The wind came and took them through an open window; she 
watched them blow away. 





ALSO BY ED WARD COREY 

The Beastly Baby 
The Nursery Frieze 
The Pious Iniant 
The Evil Garden 
The Inanimate Tragedy 
The Gilded Bat 
The Utter Zoo 
The Blue Aspic 
The Iron Tonic 
The OsbickBird 
The Chinese Obelisks 
The Epiplectic Bicycle 
The Sopping Thursday 
The Deranged Cousins 
The Eleventh Episode 
[The Entitled Book] 

The Awdrey- Gore Legacy 
The Interesting List* 

The Admonitory Hippopotamus * 

THE SECRETS 

The Other Statue 
The Night Bandage etal * 

WITH PETER F NEDMEYER 
Donald and the . . - 
Donald Has a Difficulty 
Why we have day and night 

WITH VICTORIA CHESS 
Fletcher and Zenohia 
Fletcher and Zenobia Save the Circus 

DRAWINGS for 

The Jumblies, edward lear 

The Dong with a Luminous Nose, Edward lear 

Story for Sara , alphonse Ai.lai s 

The Salt Herring , charees croS 

Irene Iddesleigh, mrs amanda m’kittrick ros* 


In preparation 













